THE SANDS OF  DAKAKA

A circle of squatting Arabs was soon formed and I
ordered three bowls of dates to be set in the midst and the
coffee cup to go round. The new Badawin eyed me
silently, giving me a feeling that I was being weighed in
the balance as they spoke in low tones to right and left with
members of my old party. The last-named disdained the
coffee and dates as these went round the first time - unusual
for those who had been so insistent iorjuwala on the march -
and it was amusing to me to find in the Rub' al Khali an
application of the time-honoured principle of family-hold-
back.' The delicacies received the nominal patronage usual
on such formal occasions and there was plenty left when it
came to my party's turn to stick fingers into the common
dish.

'Marhaba wa ehlen ya haiyakumr

Thus old Saif, the rightful shaikh of the tribe by blood1
but an effete branch (and consequently superseded by the
Kilut family, not of shaikhly lineage on the male side but
resolute, brave and effective) as he took off his ammunition
belt and threw it into the circle. This was an invitation to
my party whose visit to the coast and hunting activities on
the march had brought them a few rounds of ammunition
apiece, to spare of their bounty for the titular chief. Now
one, now another threw a round into the pool, as it were,
and when all had done Saif was ten rounds to the good.

Shaikh Salih had not failed me. He came along bringing
a man of consequence for introduction, walking in Badawin
fashion hand-in-hand with him.

'This is a shaikh, Sahib! shaikh of the Murra' (it is well

1 If Bait Imani is excluded from Ar Rashid (and they are now regarded
as having achieved autonomy), the tribe consists of two sections, Mat'ariba
and Sa'adna, the latter the shaikhly house of which Saif was the head.
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